AFTERNOON

They can't do anything. They tremble. I've seen them.
Why ? Because they know that Milton's motto is deeds,
not words."

"Keep quiet," Waterlow snapped. He had been
running through the rest of the creature's notes while he
was rumbling out self-praise in that queer accent which
resembled no other he had ever heard. " What's this ? "
he ejaculated when he came to the last slip :

" I. Mrs Raddiffe receives visits every day at the
Hotel du Monde from Captain Paul Drimys (suspect}.

" 2. Captain Drimys is a fierce pro-German and is
J.D.C. to the King."

" I can't help knowing what I know, Skipper."

" This twaddle about Mrs Radcliffe has no importance.
No importance whatever, do you hear? " Waterlow
declared angrily.

The agent.shrugged massive shoulders that seemed to
wobble like a camel's hump to express his helplessness
before a fate that had endowed him with omniscience.
He seemed to reel for a moment under the burden of in-
eluctable knowledge.

" I hear of these things, Skipper. It's my duty to report
them."

" Well, don't start writing suspect in brackets after Mrs
Radcliffe's name. All right You can go,"

The agent saluted and set out for the door with as much
tremendous purpose in his gait, as if between him and it
there were a thick jungle through which he should have
to force a path.

"' And, Milton! "   Waterlow called after him.

He turned and saluted again.
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